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for them. A letter from Torbay comes. The crew of
a Spanish ship driven ashore is captured. What shall
we do with them? Send us money. Lord Howard
writes that he is doing well, but he must have powder
and provisions. Drake reports in the same strain.
Send powder and provisions. Captain Hawkins bluntly
states that his mariners are unpaid and he must have
money to pay them.
And Walsyngham, for all his craft, can do nothing.
The Queen is a law unto herself.    She has only just
recalled her commissioners from the Duke of Parma,
although the only barrier between her own county of
Kent and Parma's men-at-arms is Lord Henry Sey-
mour's fleet of hungry English mariners.   The captains
and mariners must contrive as best they may.   Eliza-
beth was very merry at court these days.    She seems
to have suspected every one of her commanders of being
either a wasteful fool or an unscrupulous knave, sworn
to defraud her of her last shilling.    When the battle
was finally joined and the cry for powder and bullets
became a shout, she made the long-suffering council send
down to ask for the exact proportion of ammunition
required.    The Invincible Armada was defeated, not
by strategists in Whitehall, not by military aristocrats,
nor yet by the leadership of the Sovereign, but by the
mariners of England.
While Lord Howard and his ships were rolling
heavily in the Sound, the wind being once more from
the southwest, the Armada, after many preliminary
disasters and at least one return to a Spanish port, was
approaching. We have much more detailed informa-
tion concerning the ships in the Spanish fleet than of
the English. We are acquainted with the formation
and the orders King Philip had issued to the Duke of
Medina-Sidonia. And in order to explain the adven-
tures of Frobisher in this crisis of his career as a naval